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The Man Who Muffed 


His Chance to Be a Hero 


A loud banging on the door awak- 
ened the sleeper. He lifted himself drowsily 
on one elbow and noticed that the gray 
light of early dawn filtered through the 
window. 

“Yes? What is it?” he called to whoever 
was beyond the door. 

“There’s a man been arrested, sir,” a 
voice outside replied. “The priests want 
him executed, and there’s quite a crowd. 
They’re getting awfully excited—been trou- 
ble all night. There may be a riot.” 

The man on the bed swung his legs to 
the floor. “These Jews!” he muttered. 
“These bothersome, childish, squabbling 
Jews! How long do I have to be their 
governor?” 

Then remembering the man at the door, 
he raised his voice. “I’ll be right down.” 

A noise on the street drew him to the 
window. There certainly was a crowd down 
there! And they seemed in an ugly mood. 
He dressed quickly. 


2 / JUNIOR GUIDE 





Minutes later, Pontius Pilate—for he was 
the man—-strode into the judgment hall and 
demanded to know who the prisoner was 
and what he had done. 

In the next three hours, what a chance 
Pilate had to be a hero! You know the 
story too well for me to repeat it here. You 
know how weak he was, how he gave in to 
the mob and turned Jesus over to be cru- 
cified. 

How different it might have been! Have 
you ever imagined that you were Pilate— 
and what you would have done? Can you 
see yourself striding into the judgment 
hall? You hear all the accusations the 
priests make about the Prisoner, and you 
look at Him and know that He is innocent. 

You tell the crowd how you feel. A roar 
rises from their angry throats, but you 
stand unmoved. “This Man is not guilty,” 
you say. “I shall not let you kill Him.” 

They yell in uncontrolled exasperation. 
They curse you and threaten you. They 
say that if you do not kill the Prisoner they 
will send a bad report to Caesar; you will 
be put out of office. But you throw your 
head back and answer, “Tell Caesar what 
you like. I shall defend this Man.” 

There is a movement in the mob. They 
press forward; they will seize the Christ 
and kill Him by themselves. But you flash 
a signal to the Roman guard, and a line of 
warriors instantly form a wall around the 
Saviour to protect Him. The furious crowd 
seek to force their way through. In vain! 
At last, exhausted, they give up and dis- 
perse. So many times Christ has rescued 
you. This time you have rescued Him. 

What a day! What a hero Pilate might 
have been! 

But he muffed his chance. He yielded to 
the crowd and let them crucify our Lord. 

He failed because he had developed the 
habit of giving in. It had been a long time 
since he had stood firmly for right. There 
had never been a test so big before, but 
he had failed too many times on the little 
ones. 

If only he had always done the things he 
knew he should, how different it might 


have been! 


Your friend, 
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HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 


Slowly, carefully, Roland let himself down the face 
of the cliff as the coast guard paid out the rope. 


: AS DID the shepherd in the parable, 


Farmer Brown had lost one of his sheep. 
To make quite sure, he had counted the 
flock twice. 
He would have to go and look for it. 
His farm was near the cliffs of North 
Devon, in England, and as he wondered 
where the sheep might be, one thought kept 
coming to his mind—it might have fallen 
down the cliffs. Or it might have wandered 


ROLAND 
Wins 
a 


MEDAL 


By EDGAR A WARREN 


down a narrow gully where no human be- 
ing could follow. 

Calling and listening, he carefully picked 
his way along till he was as near the cliff 
edge as he could safely get. He peered 
over. There was nothing to be seen but the 
blue waters of the Bristol Channel breaking 
in white foam on the rocks far below, and 
the sea gulls, with mournful cries, wheeling 
and dropping on outstretched wings. 

But though Farmer Brown didn’t see his 
lost sheep, he did see a small group of peo- 
ple on the cliff edge a little farther along 
the coast. He hurried to them. 

And as he came near to the group he 
heard a man saying, “I’m sure it is; see, 
down there!” He pointed to a rocky ledge, 
and instantly Farmer Brown knew it was his 
sheep that was lying on that ledge. 

“A rope; quickly,” he called, and from a 
nearby coast guard hut a man fetched a large 
coil. 

The man and the farmer soon had the 
rope unwound; then they looked inquiringly 
at the crowd. 

“If we hold the rope, is there anyone 
here who will volunteer to go down and 
bring up the sheep? I’m no good,” he added 
with a smile. “We must have a lightweight, 
please!” To page 16 


NOVEMBER 8, 1961 / 3 











"It was too exciting for our liking,” said Uncle Jim. 
He referred to the time when there was a... 


SNAKE in the THEATER 


By GOLDIE DOWN 


a JIM, will you tell us a story about 
India?” Cherry questioned as she turned 
away from the window where she had been 
watching the raindrops trickling down the 
pane. 

“Yes, please do,” chimed in Bill as he 
shut his book with a bang. “There’s noth- 
ing to do on a wet Sabbath afternoon but 
read, and I’m tired of reading.” 

“What about Bible games?” reminded 
Uncle Jim. “You have several of them. And 
nature quizzes and - 

“Yes, yes,” replied the children in unison, 
“but we've done them plenty of times. Now 
we want something different. Do tell us a 
story.” 

“A story!” teased Uncle Jim. “Surely you 
are too old for stories. I thought only pri- 
mary and kindergarten children liked sto- 
ries, not juniors.” 

“Not a bit of it,” retorted Bill, settling 
himself comfortably on the carpet with a 
pillow under his head. “Not your kind of 
stories anyway. Come on, Uncle Jim, get 
started.” 

“Well,” Uncle Jim thought for a mo- 
ment, “I think I’ve told you all my stories 
about our life in India. You'll have to wait 
until we go back there again and collect a 
lot of new experiences.” 

“Can't you think of anything at all?” 
asked Cherry plaintively. 

Uncle Jim wrinkled his brow in mock 
concentration before asking, “Did I ever tell 
you about the snake that came to our cin- 
ema show?” 

“No,” chorused the children together, 
and Cherry added, “That sounds exciting.” 





“It was,” said Uncle Jim grimly, “too 
exciting for our liking.” 

“What happened?” asked Bill. 

“Well, we had just moved to a new dis- 
trict,” replied Uncle Jim. “We had a rea- 
sonably comfortable house situated on the 
edge of an Indian village, but the village 
children caused us a lot of trouble. For some 
reason they didn’t like foreigners in their 
midst, and they delighted in doing all they 
could to disturb us. At mealtimes a crowd of 
them would line up on the wall outside our 
dining room window to watch us eat and 
imitate our every movement. If we called to 
our children, they would mimic our voices. 
As fast as we cleared our compound of 
papers and rubbish, they would throw in 
fresh supplies. They filled our mailbox with 
leaves and filth, left dead cats and snakes 
in our yard, threw rocks through our win- 
dows, and did countless other things to 
annoy us.” 

“Phew!” breathed Bill. “Juvenile delin- 
quents in India, too! What did you do to 
them?” 

“We did nothing, Bill,” replied Uncle 
Jim. “Our hands itched many times, and I 
think a spanking might have done them a 
lot of good. But as missionaries we could 
act only as Christ would have done. We 
prayed for them and spoke kindly to them 
whenever we could. However, it made no 
difference to their behavior. We were al- 
most driven to despair by their naughtiness 
and would have tried to find another house 
except that the mission had promised the 
owner of the house we were living in that 
we would stay there for six months, and we 
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had to remain that long, at least. Then one 
day I had an idea. The next time I caught 
a group of boys stripping the branches from 
our only tree, I told them that if they would 
stay outside our compound and not bother 
us I would hire some films and give them a 
free cinema show on Monday night. They 
seemed quite pleased with the idea and 
readily promised to keep away.” 

“Did they keep their promise?” asked 
Cherry eagerly. 

Uncle Jim shrugged. “Maybe that particu- 
lar group did, but there was no shortage of 
naughty boys to take their places. However, 
I kept my promise to them, and on Monday 
night I set up my movie projector just in- 
side our front gate with the screen against 
a tree some yards outside. In no time at 
all we had a crowd milling around us, and 
they seemed to enjoy the films very much. 
I had chosen an educational program with 
sound in the language these people under- 





stood. Of course, none of them said Thank 
you when it was over, but they all turned 
up again the next Monday night and brought 
their fathers and uncles with them.” 

“What about the mothers and aunts?” 
asked Cherry, thinking of her own fair sex. 

“No, they didn’t come,” said Uncle Jim. 
“There was a sprinkling of small girls with 
the inevitable baby on their hips, but wom- 
an’s place is in the home in India. The 
women mostly don’t enjoy the same free- 
dom as in Western countries. 

“We had another educational film, this 
time on shipbuilding, airplanes, and other 
items of interest to the male mind, so your 
Auntie Gloria became a bit bored and went 
inside the house. She had hardly picked 
up her sewing when she heard a great dis- 
turbance among our audience and cries of 
‘Samp! Samp!’ But auntie thought they were 
saying, ‘Sahib, Sahib, and she feared they 

To page 17 


TEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 


The boy who had been bitten by the snake was being carried into the house. 
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Stranded 


Chapter Five: 








If you missed the last chapter: 
At the conclusion of the chapter before the last one, 


Peter Cook was trying to get onto a boat that would 
take him from England to Holland with Pastor 
Robinson and Elder Brewster, the leaders of the —. 
aratists. But the captain of the ship said that he could 
not come if he did not have certain papers giving him 
permission—and he had no such pevere. at the 
beginning of the last chapter—Elder Brewster and 
Pastor Robinson wrapped Peter in a big raincoat and 
smuggl him on board, paying the captain three 
fares. The captain knew what was happening, but 
he also knew that the person who had made the rule 
did not have the right to do so, and what the two 
ministers did was all right. When Peter arrived in 
Holland he learned that Dutch policemen had re- 
cently searched Elder Brewster’s house and taken his 
_ press. Soon police arrived and arrested him. 

e was released in a few hours, but such troubles 
were occurring all the time. Finally the Separatists— 
who met in a large room in Pastor Robinson’s house 
—voted to go to America if they could get a charter 
from the king of England. A messenger was sent to 
London. When he returned, the Separatists held a 
special meeting, excited to hear the news. The messen- 
= soe, “The king has refused permission.”” Now 
read on. 


ONE again Pastor Robinson’s meeting 
room buzzed with voices, this time sub- 
dued. Peter looked around at the gloomy 
faces. Only Pastor Robinson had recovered 
his usual cheerfulness, and he spoke firmly. 

“I know we are all disappointed because 
the king will not grant his seal. Even if we 
had a seal as broad as the floor, the king 
could reverse his decision even if he had 
granted approval and then regretted it. My 
friends, remember this: We are not beset 
with difficulties in order to yield to them, 
but to overcome them with God's help.” 
The pastor’s rich, confident voice rang 
through the room. 

“Pastor Robinson, do you remember our 
Amsterdam friends who sailed to Virginia?” 
It was Robert Cushman, one of the London 
messengers speaking this time. 

“Yes, and I predicted no good would 
come of the attempt. Their leader denied 
God’s Holy Word.” 
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By LOUISE A. VERNON 


“Well, Pastor, they were packed like her- 
rings in the ship and didn’t have enough 
water or the proper food. Out of a hundred 
~ eighty people, a hundred and thirty 
died.” 

Pastor Robinson bowed his head for a 
moment. When he spoke again his voice 
was calm, but Peter saw that his face had 
paled. “That means that we must have a 
large enough ship and sufficient food and 
supplies to last a year at least.” 

“Pastor,” a button maker called out, “how 
are we going to make a living in a savage 
country like America?” 

The pastor’s answer was unhesitating. “By 
fishing. It is an honest trade. It was the apos- 
tles’ own calling.” 

There was a disturbance in the back of 
the room. Every head turned. A group of 
Dutchmen had come in and stood waiting. 

“I'm sorry,” the pastor said. “This is a pri- 
vate meeting.” He went to show the men 
out. 

But after a conversation which Peter 
could not hear, Pastor Robinson led the 
men to the front of the room. 

“These gentlemen have an offer to make. 
I have told them that all our decisions are 
voted on. The men are willing to take the 
chance.” The pastor twinkled as he nodded 
to them. 

A portly man stepped out of the group. 
“We are businessmen here in Leyden. It 
has come to our ears that you are planning 
to colonize in America. We offer you a ship, 
food, and supplies, including cattle, if you 
will colonize in our name on the Hudson 
River.” 

“But we would be the same as Dutch 




















THOMAS DUNBEBIN, ARTIST 


When the Separatists saw smoke pouring from Mr. Weston’s mouth they threw him into the canal! 


citizens. We want our children to be Eng- 
lish,’ someone said. After some discus- 
sion the congregation voted down the offer. 
The Dutch businessmen left, shaking their 
heads and talking to one another. 

The next morning Mrs. Brewster thrust 
a manuscript into Peter’s hands. “Run to the 
university with this, will you, Peter? My 
husband is supposed to give a lecture this 
morning. These are his notes.” 

Peter found Elder Brewster in the uni- 
versity library, a large room with eleven 
double rows of bookshelves. Elder Brewster 
was sitting on a stool reading, and the book 
was chained to the reading ledge. 

As Peter placed the manuscript in front 
of him, Elder Brewster clapped his hand to 
his forehead. “Oh, thank you, Peter. Mrs. 
Brewster tells me I will forget my head 
someday.” 

On the way home Peter watched a man 
hobbling along the street, and he couldn’t 
help staring at him. Everything he had on 
was the biggest of its kind Peter had ever 
seen, from the beaver hat with a large silver 
buckle, a yellow doublet with slashed sleeves, 
the lace cuffs and collar so wide they almost 
met, to the round jeweled buttons (at least 
twelve) that glittered on the front of his 


jacket. A huge ring decorated the forefinger 
of his left hand. The man wore his brown 
hair in fat ringlets on either side of his 
curly beard. His nose looked pinched, and 
his eyes were quick and darting. 

“You, boy, what’s your name?” the man 
asked, pointing with his ring finger. 

“Peter Cook.” 

“You live in this neighborhood?” He 
pointed again, this time at the houses. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“One of the Separatists, by any chance?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Good. You can help me. I just arrived 
from England. I’m looking for a Pastor 
Robinson. My foot is killing me. It has been 
swelling ever since I got off the ship. Here, 
just let me put my hand on your shoulder, 
that’s a good boy. Now, lead on, not too 
fast.” 

Peter found Pastor Robinson at home, 
and the man introduced himself. “I’m 
Thomas Weston. I have an offer which may 
interest you.” He looked over the large, 
plain meeting room into which Peter had 
led him. “Here, boy, help me get my foot 
up on the bench. Don’t go away, I'll need 
you later, you’re just the right size. I hope 
all the Separatists are as useful.” 
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Pastor Robinson smiled. “Peter has made 
himself useful in many ways, but this is the 
first time he’s been a crutch.” 

“Now, Pastor Robinson, the word has got 
around about your people wanting to colo- 
nize. My business friends and I—we call 
ourselves the Adventurers—are willing to 
back such an enterprise. What you do is 
this: Sign a contract for seven years. Estab- 
lish a permanent trading post in America. 
Trade for furs and fish. Work for us four 
days of the week and two days for your- 
selves. We Adventurers will outfit you com- 
pletely. How does this sound?” 

Mr. Weston opened a leather pouch, 
took out a hollow bowl with a long stem, 
and stuffed it with dark brown leaves. Pastor 
Robinson and Peter exchanged startled 
looks. 

“Do you mind if I smoke?” Mr. Weston 
sucked on the hollow stem and puffed 
smoke rings from his mouth. “Well, what do 
you say about my proposition?” 

“It sounds fine, Mr. Weston, but my con- 
gregation will have to vote on it. I can call 
a general meeting for tonight, if you would 
care to present your idea then.” 

“Can't wait—can’t wait. Tell you what 
I'll do. I'll contact a few of your head men 
and let them work on the others. You can 
let me know your decision by messenger, 
and we can work out more details of the 
contract.” 

Pastor Robinson agreed. “Peter, since you 
know where everyone is working, perhaps 
you would be Mr. Weston’s crutch for as 
long as he needs you.” 

Mr. Weston leaned on Peter as they left 
the house. 

Mr. Weston warned every Separatist, 
“Now, don’t meddle with the Dutch, and 
don’t sign up with the Virginia Company. 
Let me handle these things.” 

At the canal Mr. Weston sat down on a 
pile of dry fleeces to rest. Puffs of smoke 
came from his mouth as he drew on his 
pipe. 

There was a stir of consternation among 
the workers washing the fleeces. 

“The man’s on fire!” 

“It’s the devil himself at work.” 

“One spark, and those fleeces will be 
ruined.” 

“It’s a new custom called smoking,” Peter 
said, but he was too late. Two men had 
taken Mr. Weston by the arms and two by 
the legs. Before he could remove his pipe 
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from his mouth, the men had swung him 
into the canal. He came up choking and 
flailing his arms. His pipe was still clamped 
between his teeth. All his finery clung to 
him. His brown hair lay matted against his 
head, and his beard hung in strings. 

“You fools! Ignoramuses! Don’t you 
know anything about fashion?” Mr. Weston 
sputtered. He tried to peel off his jacket, 
but the wet material clung to his arms and 
he stood with his hands caught behind his 
back, unable to move. He sneezed his pipe 
into the canal. Peter fished it out and then 
helped pull the wet jacket off Mr. Weston 
who then sat down to dry in the sun. 

“At least my foot feels better,” he said 
touching it gently. He noticed that every- 
one had gathered around him. “Now about 
my offer . . .” When he had explained it, the 
Separatists thought it was a good one. 

“We must decide who is to go on the 
first trip and who is to go later,” Pastor 
Robinson said at the next meeting, when 
the vote carried. “I'll go with the majority— 
or stay, as the case may be. In order for us 
to know God’s will, in proper humility, let 
us fast tomorrow.” 

The next day Pastor Robinson took as his 
text Ezra 8:21: “Then I proclaimed a fast 
there, at the river of Ahava, that we might 
afflict ourselves before our God, to seek of 
him a right way for us, and for our little 
ones, and for all our substance.” 

When the meeting was opened for dis- 
cussion, opinions came from all sides. 

“I want to go, but I can’t sell my house 
right away.” 

“There isn’t a ship big enough to take us 
all.” 

“How shall we govern ourselves over 
there as a church?” 

Pastor Robinson was decisive about this. 
“Each group will have to be independent, 
each an absolute church unto itself. It might 
well be that we shall never see one another 
again.” 

After the day of fasting and prayer, a 
vote was taken. By a slight majority, most 
voted to go on the second trip, not the first. 
Peter felt sorry for Pastor Robinson, and 
the pastor could not hide his disappoint- 
ment. 

Working out the plans to go to America 
took months. Peter lost track of the trips 
the messengers took back and forth to Eng- 
land. Then Robert Cushman returned with 
bad news. To page 18 

















Chapter Two: Animals in Nylons 





Marilyn Osmunson at the plane’s controls. 


If you missed the last chapter: In a Cessna 180, do- 
nated by friends in America for mission use in Africa, 
the author with her father and brother made a flying 
trip to Kariba Dam and Lake. The dam forms the 
largest man-made lake in the world. As the lake rose, 
many animals were trapped by the rising waters and 
had to be rescued. The rescue operations were known 
variously as “Operation Noah” or “Animal Dunkirk.” 
As Rupert Fothergill (Noah of the operations) wres- 
- with a baboon in the lake he heard a warning 
shout. . . 


ATCH out! mamba! Shoot! Quick!” 

Brian Hughes, standing in the back 
of the boat, was shouting at Mike Stuart- 
Irwin, who held the rifle. Some distance 
away Rupert Fothergill, a member of the 
rescue team, was wrestling with a dog ba- 
boon in the lake. Another ranger had started 
swimming to his aid, when Hughes sighted 
an eight-foot black mamba swimming across 
the surface of the water toward them. 

The mamba was only about twenty yards 
from the swimmers, headed in their direc- 
tion. It was a tense moment. 

“Shoot it, man, shoot it!” screamed 
Hughes again. Stuart-Irwin took aim, pulled 
the trigger. The mamba gave a few convul- 
sive twitches, lashed the water with its tail, 
and then floated lifeless on the surface. 

Although the rangers tried to save as much 
life as possible, when it came to a dangerous 
mamba snake, they couldn’t take the chance 
of having any of the men die. For the 
black mamba is considered Africa’s deadli- 
est snake. Black mambas are strong swim- 
mers, but when the waters rose they climbed 
into the treetops until the water forced 









CIRCLING 
KARIBA 


By MARILYN RUTH OSMUNSON 


A duiker dee is rescued just before its tiny island 
is covered with water. It would have drowned. 
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them to make for the mainland. If a mamba 
saw a rescue boat drifting underneath and 
decided it was a “Noah’s Ark” it would drop 
into the boat among the crew. Then the men 
had only a split second to decide whether 
to kill the mamba or jump overboard into 
waters where there were crocodiles. To try 
to capture a mamba, which moves with a 
lightninglike speed, from a small boat, re- 
quires quick acting. For once a mamba 
strikes, serum must be given within minutes 
if the person bitten is to be saved. 

However, the rangers did all they could to 
save the snakes stranded in the trees. The 
rangers wore swim trunks and climbed the 
trees, carrying a fishing line with a noose at 
the end. They would slip the noose over the 
head of the snake, pull it tight, then grab 
the snake’s body and drop it into a sack. In 
handling mambas and cobras in this fashion 
one has to be sure-footed, with nerves of 
iron. The different snakes that were rescued 
included puff adders, hissing sandsnakes, py- 
thons, mambas, Egyptian cobras, and black- 
necked spitting cobras. 

Other reptiles, such as the leguan pic- 
tured here, were rescued too. 

As the lake rose, the work of rescuing the 
animals became more and more difficult, for 
more islands formed every day. Animals 
trapped on these islands had to be rescued. 
The game rescue team worked with small 
boats. But these boats had no navigation in- 
struments, and the work slowed, for it was 
difficult to find where the islands were. 

So the team used light planes, making 
low-level flights to find the islands and lead 
the boats to them. 

A rather spectacular rescue combined air, 
land, and water operations. A tiny pinpoint 
islet about eight feet square was spotted 
from the air by one of the pilots. On this 
little spot of land was an impala ram that 
would have soon drowned. The plane guided 
a boat to it by using “dive-bombing tactics.” 
The men landed and rescued the impala 
only a few hours before the island disap- 
peared forever. Pictured here is a game ran- 
ger comforting an impala after its capture. 
Notice how the impala has its legs tied with 
nylon stockings. 


PHOTOS BY RONALD D. K. HADDEN 


A ranger soothes an impala ram after capturing it. 
Notice the nylon stockings tying its legs. At the 
bottom is the leguan mentioned in the story. On 
the next page a ranger holds a young bushbuck doe. 





The game officers found that the ropes 
they were using, made of hemp, were too 
harsh and gave the animals chafing sores. So 
they decided to use old nylon stockings 
that were braided together to make ropes. 
They found these “nylon ropes” very strong 
and had the advantage of not damaging the 
skin. 

But they discovered they didn’t have 
enough nylon stockings, so they went to the 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals. This society appealed to women 
for their old stockings. The story got into 
the press and was featured in newspapers 
as wild game “wearing” silk stockings! 

In the first twenty-four hours, one thou- 
sand pairs of old stockings arrived, and 
more came with every mail. Eventually from 
Britain and even America stockings came. 
Some of the helpers at the game depart- 
ment were kept busy for weeks braiding 


them into ropes. Seldom has there been an 
appeal that so captured the imagination of 
the public. By the time the one thousandth 
animal had been rescued, in June of 1959, 
there was a new kind of flood—a flood of 
nylons. The men working on “Operation 
Noah” had enough stockings to last for 
years! 

Impala were the antelope found most 
commonly on the islands. Another type of 
antelope was the shy bushbuck, which were 
the most difficult to locate. They hid from 
the men who were trying to rescue them, 
by slipping into the water and hiding under 
the tropical brush. In order to scare them 
out from their hiding places, the rangers 
would have to swim under the heavy canopy 
of foliage and chase them out. But this was 
dangerous, for one never knew what kind of 
reptile or insect might be there to strike. 

To page 22 











WHERE DID MARTHA 


MAY and John listened to the Sunday 
school teacher quietly. She was trying 
to comfort them, for their baby sister had 
recently died. 

“Little children go right to heaven when 
they die,” the teacher said. “They haven't 
lived long enough to be bad.” 

Mary pushed her braids over her shoul- 
ders. She wouldn’t think of arguing with 
the teacher, but she knew that even very 
small children were naughty sometimes. 

Did Baby Martha really go to heaven? 
she wondered. She had watched the pall 
bearers lower the little coffin into a freshly 
dug grave. She had heard the minister read 
some verses from the Bible. Then she and 
the rest of the family had left the cemetery 
—and Martha. 

But why was Martha buried in the ground 
if she went to heaven? 

The teacher continued. “You mustn’t cry 
any more, John and Mary. Martha is happy 
in heaven. You wouldn’t want to spoil her 
happiness, would you? She is with the an- 
gels, and if she sees you crying she will 
be disappointed.” 

“Can she see us from up there?” John 
asked. 

“Oh, yes, she sees everything you do now. 
She’s like the angels.” 

Later, walking home from the Sunday 
school teacher's house, John said, “It was 
nice of her to tell us those things.” 

“Yes,” Mary agreed, but she didn’t say it 
very loudly. She still wasn’t convinced that 
what the teacher said was right. 

They followed the path through the trees, 
paying little attention to their surround- 
ings. Halfway home they came to a small 
clearing and sat down to rest. 

John took his cap off and leaned back on 
the grass, looked straight up at the clouds, 
and asked, “Mary, do you suppose Martha 
is riding on one of those clouds?” 
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By BOBBIE MONTGOMERY 





Mary looked up at the clouds and asked 
herself how Martha could possibly be up 
there when she had seen her put into the 
grave. She was ten and John was only seven, 
so she thought perhaps it would be better 
not to worry him with such problems. 

“Look, Mary!” John exclaimed. “See that 
white cloud! It looks like a wagon! That's 
the one Martha’s on. I know it is. The 
teacher said she could see us. I’m going to 
wave. 

John waved and waved, but finally he 
grew quiet and sat up. “I wish we could see 
Martha. It seems as if God ought to let us 
see her if she can see us.” 

Mary didn’t know what to say about that, 
so after tightening the laces in her shoes, 
she remarked, “We'd better be going.” 

Mary and John’s parents didn’t go to 
church, but they insisted that the children 
go to Sunday school every week. Mary knew 
she couldn’t ask them any questions about 
religion, for she had tried several times to 
discuss some of the things she heard in 
Sunday school. Always her parents said, 
“Ask the Sunday school teacher. Why do 
you think we send you to Sunday school?” 

Soon it was September, and the children 
started to school. They didn’t talk much 
about Martha any more, but Mary hadn't 
forgotten her. 

One Sunday Mary said to John, “Let’s 
go to the Sunday school on the edge of town 
today, instead of to our regular one. I want 
to ask someone else about Martha.” 

John was willing, and soon the children 
were sitting in the new Sunday school. 
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After the lesson Mary went up to the 
teacher, an older woman with a friendly 
smile, and said to her, “I came to ask you 
a question.” 

“I'd be happy to help you,” the woman 
replied. 

“If people go to heaven when they die, 
why are they buried in a grave?” 

The teacher was startled. “My goodness!” 
she exclaimed. “Little girls shouldn't be 
thinking about such things! You ought to 
be happy and let God worry about the spir- 
its. Do you have a Bible?” 

“My mother has one,” Mary answered. 

“You ought to have one of your own. I 
have one here that has nice print in it. It 
isn’t new, but you may have it.” 

She got a worn Bible from the cupboard 
and put it into Mary’s hands, saying, “If 
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you read this, all your questions will be an- 
swered.” 

Mary took the Bible and thanked the 
lady, but she wasn’t satisfied. Every Sunday 
she persuaded John to go with her to a 
different Sunday school. In each church she 
would ask the teacher how anyone could go 
to heaven if he was in his grave. People 
were kind to her and friendly, but they did 
not help her. 

John grew tired of going to so many 
churches. “Why don’t we quit going all over 
town?” he grumbled. “I want to stay in the 
same church for a while. It seems that as 
soon as I get acquainted with even one boy, 
you want to go somewhere else. You keep 
asking questions, and they keep telling you 
things you don’t believe. Haven’t we been 
to all of them?” 

“I guess so,” Mary replied. “We'll pick 
out the one you like best and go there all 
the time.” 

Months passed. Little Martha had been 
dead for two years. Mary hadn’t read very 
much in the Bible she had been given, and 
now she decided to start at the beginning 
and read the whole book through. She 
read every day, some days many pages; on 
others, just a few. 

One afternoon in the spring she was 
reading outside under a tree, close to where 
John was whittling. 

Suddenly she shouted, “I’ve got it! That 
lady was right! The answers are in the Bible. 
Those other Sunday school teachers lied.” 

“They wouldn’t lie,” John argued. 

“Well, maybe they didn’t lie, but they 
were wrong.” 


JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 





John looked up at the cloud and waved and waved. 





“What are you talking about?” John 
asked impatiently. 

“You know very well what I’m talking 
about. You know I’ve asked and asked why 
people are buried if they go to heaven.” 

“Oh! I know now, of course.” 

“All right, John, listen! Here it is, in 
Ecclesiastes 9:5: 

“*The living know that they shall die: 
but the dead know not any thing.’ And now 
down in the next verse at the end it says, 
‘Neither have they any more a portion for 
ever in any thing that is done under the 
sun. 





AUTUMN BEDCOVER 


By GARNET M. MANRING 


“Shhh"—the leaves are whispering; 
“Time to sleep," is what they say. 
Here's a patchwork quilt, all fashioned, 
Made from colors bright and gay. 


Red and orange from the sunset, 
Mauve and blue from morning skies, 

Scarlet, gold, and apple green, 
Tinted fair with heaven's dyes. 


Gay and warm, a magic blanket, 
Filled with all the sun’s warm rays, 
Fashioning for earth a cover, 
For the cold and snowy days. 


Softly, softly, now they're falling, 
"Shhh," the Master whispers. "Sleep!" 

Well He knows that blighting coldness 
Soon o'er all the earth will creep. 








John whistled through his teeth. “I guess 
those teachers just skip over that when they 
read, because if the dead don’t know any- 
thing, how could Martha look down here 
from heaven and see what we are doing?” 

“How could she?” Mary pondered. “She's 
in her grave.” 

“You know, Mary, there’s one church we 
haven't been to.” 

“Oh, John, I think we've been to all of 
them.” 

“Well, let me tell you about this one. Karl 
Morris is in my grade. They have church 
at his house because they don’t have a regu- 


14 {/ JUNIOR GUIDE 


lar building. Karl asked me to come, but 
they have it on Saturday instead of Sunday. 
Mom said she had errands for us to do in 
town this Saturday. Maybe we could go to 
their church after we did the errands.” 

“Let's,” Mary said. 

So Saturday morning Mary asked mother 
whether it would be all right if they went to 
the Morrises’ house for church, when they 
went to town. 

“I guess so,” mother agreed halfheartedly. 
“You are the church-visitingest children 
I've ever seen, but go ahead. Do the errands 
last. You don’t want to take packages into 
church.” 

The children hurried through their chores 
and set out for town. Mary took the Bible 
with her. She would show them where it 
said the dead don’t know anything. 

She was glad John knew which house to 
go to, and she was glad he knew Karl Mor- 
ris. It didn’t seem quite the same going to 
Sunday school in a house instead of in a 
church, and she felt shy, but Karl greeted 
them at the door and introduced them to 
his mother, who was very nice. 

It wasn’t long till John and Mary felt at 
ease. There were hymns that they knew, 
and Karl’s father told a mission story that 
was very interesting. Then all the children 
went into a bedroom and Mrs. Morris taught 
them the lesson. 

When Sabbath school was over, Mary said 
to Mrs. Morris, “I’ve been to every Sunday 
school in town, trying to find out about 
my little sister, Martha. She died two years 
ago. Everyone says she is in heaven, but I 
saw the men put her in a grave. Then I 
found this in the Bible.” 

Mary talked so fast that Mrs. Morris 
couldn’t say a word, but she took the Bible 
from Mary and read the marked texts. 

Then she looked down at Mary and John, 
who were anxiously watching her. Tears 
came to her eyes as she said, “Children, the 
Lord led you here. Sit down and we will 
mark some more texts in your Bible. Your 
little sister is in the grave, and she doesn’t 
know anything. You saw the men put her 
there, and you have read what the Bible says. 
If you keep God’s commandments and teach 
your parents the truth, when Jesus comes 
little Martha will be raised from the dead, 
and your whole family will be together 
again.” 

Mary sighed. She had found the answer. 

To page 18 














WHEN I was a young child and lived on 
the West Texas prairie, anyone who felt 
called to preach preached. None of the 
preachers we knew had ever attended col- 
lege. 

There was a young man in the neighbor- 
hood named Monroe Barnett, who had 
been gored by an angry bull so severely 
that he almost died. 

At the time when the accident occurred 

onroe was working on a ranch away from 
home, and he lay ill for months afterward 
before he was able to travel. He limped up 
to our house one midsummer day and asked 
whether he might stay with us until he was 
strong enough to walk on home. We were 
sorry for him and let him stay for several 
days. I remember how much he enjoyed our 
peaches and melons and fresh garden vege- 
tables. After he had eaten he would sit on a 
bench at the well and gaze vacantly into 
space. The cowboys said that his injury had 
addled his wits. 

Father told Monroe he could borrow a 
horse to ride home, but one morning we 
awakened to find he had just walked away. 
After that we saw him occasionally at 
church, withdrawn, and too shy to speak 
to anyone. 

A few months later word was passed 
around the neighborhood that Monroe felt 
the call to preach, and would preach at our 





Murdered 
Opportunities 


By LILLIAN E. MILES 


schoolhouse on a certain date. At the ap- 
pointed time my sister and I rode over to 
the preaching. 

I shall never forget Monroe’s white, 
strained face that night. He walked up and 
down the small platform seeking words that 
would not come. The perspiration stood out 
on his forehead, and he began muttering, 
“Murdered opportunities! Murdered oppor- 
tunities!” Just those words; nothing more. 

Finally, a good brother got up and took 
Monroe by the arm. “Come sit down,” he 
said kindly. “You have preached enough for 
today.” 


“Come sit down,” said the old man kindly. “You've preached long enough for today.” 
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We sang a few hymns and left. 

“What do you suppose he meant by ‘mur- 
dered opportunities?” I asked my sister as 
we traveled homeward. 

“I think,” said my sister seriously, “he 
meant the good things we could have done 
and didn’t, and that we may never have a 
chance to do again.” 

“Like not taking grandma enough cool 
drinks when she was sick this summer, and 
forgetting to water mother’s honeysuckle so 
it died when she was gone to see Aunt 
Elsie?” I continued. 

“Yes,” said sister. “And we let the house 
get very dirty while mother was away, be- 
cause we wanted to play with Lily and Ma- 
belle when they came to spend a week, and 
we let the okra burn many times and didn’t 
scrub the kettles. We may never have a 
chance to do those things again. We mur- 
dered our opportunities.” 

“And maybe when we don’t study our 
lessons and are stupid at school—I suppose 
we are murdering our opportunities then,” 
I added. 

I tried to think of other opportunities I 
had murdered, but the only additional thing 
I could think of just then was an opportunity 
I hadn’t murdered: 

I had the sweetest sweet tooth imagin- 
able, and to me the most delicious of all 
sweets was candy. I had never had all the 
candy I wanted in my life. We had some 
neighbors who were nice people, but father 
didn’t quite approve of Mr. Sedgewick be- 
cause he spent money so freely. Mr. Sedge- 
wick proved that father was right about his 
spending when he came to see us one day— 
he brought sister and me each a twenty-five- 
cent bag of candy! 

Now, in those days a twenty-five-cent 
bag contained at least a pound and a half 
of candy. Mrs. Sedgewick had a new baby 
she brought along to show, and while every- 
one was admiring it I saw my chance: I 
retired to a far corner and helped myself to 
my own bag of candy. 

When mother finished admiring the baby 
and looked around for me, she found me in 
the corner with an empty candy sack and 
my middle bulging like that of a prairie 
snake when it has swallowed a hen’s egg. 

I came in then for my full share of atten- 
tion. There was talk of a dose of ipecac and 
even the use of a stomach pump, but fortu- 
nately for me neither the medicine nor the 
pump could be found. And as for me? I 
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came smiling through and never felt better 
in my life! The drastic measure the adults 
had contemplated would have been en- 
tirely unnecessary. 

Thinking about the candy episode, 1 won- 
dered whether I hadn’t murdered an op- 
portunity after all—an opportunity to be 
generous and share my treat with others. I 
decided that when we are greedy and selfish 
we murder a chance to be kind. Jesus said, 
“Be ye kind, one to another,” but I though 
sorrowfully of many occasions when I had 
been kind to no one but myself. 

The years have rolled by, and I have heard 
many sermons, but I still remember the 
words of that poor sick boy. When I have 
felt inclined to neglect a kindness or a duty, 
or to indulge my own desires regardless of 
the rights of others, I have asked myself 
how I would feel if I murdered this oppor- 
tunity to obey the teaching of Jesus. I truly 
think Monroe’s sermon has made me a 
more thoughtful and considerate person. 





Roland Wins a Medal 
From page 3 


A fourteen-year-old boy, Roland Thorn- 
ton, sprang forward. 

“T'll go, sir,” he said eagerly. 

Quickly the rope was fastened around his 
waist, and over the edge he went, down and 
down, while the men carefully paid out the 
line. 

Finally, on a ledge two hundred feet 
down, Roland found a foothold. He stood 
upright and looked about him. The poor 
sheep was still nearly one hundred feet be- 
low. And to add to the difficulties, an under- 
ground stream came out of the cliff face, 
just where Roland stood, and cascaded two 
hundred feet down the cliffs to the shore. 

While the boy was trying to decide what 
he ought to do next, he realized that the 
men above were not paying out any more 


rope. Looking up, he saw that a man wa 


lying on the grass and peering over the edge 
of the cliff. He called out, “Can you untie 
the rope and stay where you are for a min- 
ute? We want to lower someone else to help 
ou.” 
‘ “Yes,” Roland shouted back. Then he 
released himself and watched the rope dis- 
appear. Suddenly ‘he :felt afraid. 

Long minutes passed. By looking down 














Roland could easily see the sheep. Maybe 
it sensed that someone was trying to help 
it, for now and then it gave a plaintive “baa” 
and turned its head in his direction when- 
ever Roland called to it. 

Then the boy looked up. A man was com- 
ing down on the end of the rope, and as he 
came nearer, Roland saw that it was his old 
friend Fred Allen, the coast guard. 

& “Hello, Roland,” he called. “How’s it go- 
ing?” 
“O.K., Mr. Allen,” Roland replied. 

“Sorry I didn’t come sooner, Roland. I 
didn’t realize what they wanted that rope for. 
The chap who came was in too much of a 
hurry to explain. Soon as I knew it was you 
here I asked to come and help you. Now 
what can we do? We'll have to have more 
rope; this is all there is in this coil, but there 
is more up there. If we get that and I hold 
the end will you go on down? You couldn't 
hold it for me, could you?” 

Roland smiled. “I guess I’m the one to 

Mr. Allen shouted up for the rope, and 
in a few minutes it came down on a thin 
line. Fred Allen soon had one end around 
Roland’s waist. “Now off you go; don’t be 
afraid; I’ve got you safe.” 

It was fortunate that Roland weighed only 
about 112 pounds, and the coast guard man- 
aged to hold him securely. But all the way 
down, that waterfall was drenching Ronald 
to the skin! 

At last he was there, and now he could 
see the narrow rock-strewn gully down 
which the sheep must have come. Fortu- 
nately, it seemed to be unhurt. 

Glad that the sheep was not fully grown, 
Roland gathered it up in his arms and gave 
the signal to his friend. 

And dripping wet, he soon reached the 
ledge and stood beside him. 

Next Mr. Allen changed the ropes, and 
with the one from the cliff top around his 
waist, Roland began the final stage of the 
haul, up to the people on the top. 

What a welcome awaited him! Then the 
rope went down again for the coast guard, 
and soon he too joined the group. 

The farmer held out his hand. 

“And whom do I thank for this rescue?” 
he asked. 

The coast guard pointed to Roland. “He’s 
your man.” 

Roland almost blushed. “No! No!” he 
exclaimed. “I couldn’t have done a thing 
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without Fred Allen. You should thank him.” 

It was an exciting day. Roland’s mother 
didn’t know whether to be cross or happy 
when she heard the story. 

“He should never have been asked to risk 
his life for a sheep,” she said. 

“He wasn’t asked; he volunteered,” said 
the farmer. 

But his father said, “They couldn’t have 
found a better boy for the job!” 

And so the day ended happily for every- 
body. 

Who do you think really was the hero? 
I don’t know; Farmer Brown didn’t know. 

But the Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals made the decision. Can 
you guess what they did? 

They gave a bronze medal to Roland— 
and also one to Fred Allen. 





Snake in the Theater 
From page 5 


had become displeased about something and 
were attacking me—which I can assure you 
they would probably have done if they had 
not liked the films I was showing, or if I had 
offended them in some other way.” 

“What were they saying?” asked Bill anx- 
iously. 

“It was a Hindi word I had not learned 
before,” replied Uncle Jim. “They were 
saying, ‘Snake! Snake!’ There was a real 
scattering there in the dark, and by the time 
I had found out what the trouble was, the boy 
who had been bitten was being carried into 
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the house. He was a lad about twelve, and he 
had been bitten on the toe. Someone in the 
crowd had had enough knowledge to tie a 
string tightly around his leg to stop the 
poison from traveling. We brought him into 
the lounge room and washed the wound, 
and then I put him in the car and took him 
to the nearest hospital.” 

“Was it a poisonous snake?” asked Cherry 
with a shudder. 

“Nobody saw it clearly in the dark,” re- 
plied Uncle Jim, “but it was almost sure to 
be. There are not many snakes that are non- 
poisonous in that part of India.” 

“Did anyone kill it?” Bill wanted to 
know. 

“No. In the excitement and the dark- 
ness it slithered off to safety.” 

“Did the boy die?” asked Cherry anx- 
iously. 

Uncle Jim smiled at her anxiety. “No, he 
did not. He was kept in the hospital for a 
day or two for observation, but he made a 
complete and uneventful recovery, I’m glad 
to say—for our sake,.as well as his.” 

“What do you mean by saying, ‘for our 
sake as well as his,’ Uncle Jim?” questioned 
Bill. 

“Well, Bill, as it happened, the incident 
made a good impression on our village 
neighbors, and the next morning the boy's 
older brother, who was a schoolteacher and 
spoke some English, came and thanked us 
profusely for the help we had rendered. But 
if the boy had died we would have been 
blamed for his death.” 

“How could they blame you for his death 
when you gave first aid and took him to the 
hospital and everything?” asked Cherry. 

Uncle Jim smiled at her. “Eastern minds 
work in a different way from ours, Cherry, 
particularly the minds of the uneducated 
classes. You see, they would have reasoned 
that if we hadn’t come to live in their lo- 
cality, their children wouldn’t have bothered 
us; and if their children hadn’t bothered us, 
we wouldn’t have shown the films; and if 
we hadn’t shown the films, their children 
would all have been safely at home in their 
huts and there would have been no one 
there for the snake to bite. So, clearly, it 
would have been all our fault.” 

Cherry gazed at him in silence. Such rea- 
soning was beyond her understanding. Un- 
cle Jim patted her head and laughed. “Never 
mind, Cherry, he didn’t die, and we didn’t 
get the blame, and I had a good Bible talk 
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with the brother and gave him some litera- 
ture, so all’s well that ends well. And now I 
think it has stopped raining, so let’s all go 
for a walk in the park.” 


Where Did Martha Go? 
From page 14 





“Now let's mark another passage,” Mrs! 
Morris said, “1 Thessalonians 4:16, 17: ‘For 
the Lord himself shall descend from heaven 
with a shout, with the voice of the archangel, 
and with the trump of God: and the dead 
in Christ shall rise first: Then we which 
are alive and remain shall be caught up 
together with them in the clouds, to meet 
the Lord in the air: and so shall we ever be 
with the Lord.’” 

Mrs. Morris smiled. “You must come 
back and study with us, and we will pray 
for your family.” 

Mary was so happy. She had found the 
truth at last! 

John and Mary went to Karl Morris’ 
house every Sabbath after that. They had 
special lessons with the Morris family on 
Sunday until they knew the Adventist mes- 
sage and accepted Jesus as their Saviour. 
They explained what they learned to their 
parents, and after much prayer and study 
they too believed. 





None Came Back 
From page 8 


“Mr. Weston says the Adventurers insist 
on six days’ labor instead of four.” 

Peter saw Pastor Robinson angry for 
once. “But that will make the Separatists 
slaves. You didn’t agree, I hope?” 

Robert Cushman hesitated. “What could 
I do? If I said No, they would have taken 
back their money.” a 4 

“Did you sign anything?” 

“Well, yes, I did.” 

At the next meeting there was much 
criticism of Mr. Cushman’s action. 

“You had no right to sign such an agree- 
ment. I’m going to withdraw right now,” 
some said. 

“Let’s leave without signing anything,” 
others said. 





“Just what is in this contract?” William 
Bradford demanded. 

The messenger explained. “The main 
change is that everything the planters 
build or improve will be used in common. 
All profits will be in common stock. At the 
end of seven years, everything will be di- 
vided between the Adventurers and the 
planters, but during that time, all our labor- 
ing time will be contracted to the Adven- 
Ques’ 

The usually quiet Separatists rose in an 
uproar. 

“We cannot sign this.” 

A few days later good news came. One 
of the Adventurers was willing to let the 
Separatists use his hundred-and-eighty-ton 
ship, the Mayflower, as part of the contract 
provision. Captain Christopher Jones and 
an experienced mate had already been hired. 

At this news all objections seemed to be 
forgotten. Houses were sold, money raised, 
and wooden chests were packed with house- 
hold necessities. The Separatists bought a 
sixty-ton ship called the Speedwell. It was to 
remain in America to carry fish and furs 
along the coast. 

When Elder Brewster announced to his 
family, “Tomorrow we start on our journey,” 
Peter thought his heart would burst with 
joy. He helped pack the two hundred books 
Elder Brewster was taking. 

Almost everyone in the congregation 
took the twenty-four-hour trip by canal boat 
to Delfshaven to say farewell to the ones 
who were sailing. The night of their arrival 
no one slept. Everyone talked all night long. 
When it was time for those who were leav- 
ing to board the Speedwell, Peter, for the 
first time, realized what parting meant. 

Pastor Robinson fell to his knees and, 
with tears running down his cheeks, blessed 
the travelers. All knelt with him. 

“Beloved brethren, we are now quickly 
to part from one another, and whether I 
may ever live to see your face on earth any 
more, the God of heaven only knows. You 
now know you are pilgrims.” 

On board the Speedwell, Peter watched 
the shore line with the others until he could 
no longer distinguish the people waving 
good-by. Then he turned to explore the 
ship, and watched the crew at work with 
the many ropes and sails. When the Speed- 
well arrived in Southampton four days later, 
Peter felt the excitement of the trip. The 
Mayflower was already in the harbor, a ship 
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three times as large as the Speedwell. He 
could not keep his eyes off it. 

At the dock, the first person to meet the 
group was Mr. Weston, waving the articles 
of contract. 

“Who's the leader here?” 

“I am.” Elder Brewster stepped forward. 

“This contract must be signed.” 

“No, we cannot sign such terms. This is 
not the agreement made when you first 
came to us in Leyden, Mr. Weston.” 

“I know it—I know it.” Mr. Weston was 
red in the face. “I'm not stupid. But the 
others insisted, and they are putting up the 
money. We must have your signature be- 
fore you go. I leave it to your conscience.” 

“We refuse.” 

“All right, then. Stand on your own legs.” 
Mr. Weston stamped off, muttering. Peter 
noticed he did not limp at all. 

Several port officials came up. “We have 
here the bill for port dues.” 

“Port dues?” Elder Brewster sounded 
amazed. “How much?” He scanned the bill. 
“One hundred pounds? We don’t have that 
much money left.” He put his hand to his 
forehead. “Mr. Weston was supposed to take 
care of all expenses like this. Where did he 
go? We have all these people ready to sail. 
Peter, run and find Mr. Weston.” 

But Mr. Weston had disappeared. Peter 
came back and sat down on a wooden chest. 
He and the others looked at the Speedwell 
and Mayflower bobbing in the harbor. No 
one could board either ship until the port 
dues were paid, and there was no money. 

(To be continued) 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: “Youthful Witnesses." 


Vil—The Youth Who 
Belittled His Calling 


(November 18) 


Memory VERSE: “Rejoice, O young man, in thy 
youth; and let thy heart cheer thee in the days 
of thy youth, and walk in the ways of thine 
heart, and in the sight of thine eyes: but know 
thou, that for all these things God will bring thee 
into judgment” (Ecclesiastes 11:9). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of Samson’s imprisonment and 
death, in Judges 16:21-31. Read the memory 
verse over several times, thinking of its mean- 
ing. Samson cheered his heart in the days of his 
youth, and walked in the ways of his heart. But 
he paid dearly for it, as our memory verse says. 


SUNDAY 


Samson’s Birth and Destiny 


Open your Bible to Judges 13. 

For a time after the children of Israel re- 
turned to the land of Canaan they were faithful 
in serving the Lord. But after a while apostasy 
crept in, and because they failed to heed the 
warnings sent to them, God allowed the Philis- 
tines to oppress them. This turned their mind to 
their folly in departing from God. It was not 
God’s intention that the Philistines were to sub- 
due the children of Israel altogether, and He 
raised up someone to be their deliverer. 

One day an angel appeared to the wife of 
Manoah in the town of Zorah. He told her that 
she was to have a son, and that great care should 
be taken in his upbringing. Read what the angel 
told the woman about her child’s destiny, in 
verse 5. 
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She was to drink no intoxicating liquor nor 
was she to let her son drink it, for he was to be 
brought up strong of body and clear of mind. 

“God had an important work for the promised 
child of Manoah to do, and it was to secure for 
him the qualifications necessary for this world, 
that the habits of both the mother and the child 
were to be carefully regulated.”—Patriarchs and 
Prophets, p. 561. 

The woman told her husband about the angel’s 
visit, and he too was eager to know how the 
child was to be brought up. He prayed for guid- 
ance. In answer to his prayer the angel ap- 
peared again and repeated the instructions re- 
garding the child whose destiny was to deliver 
Israel from the Philistines. Read what we are 
told about Samson's birth and childhood, in 
verses 24 and 25. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 560. 

Tuink! Are you careful to build good health 
habits in your early years? % 

Pray to remember that your body is the tem- 
ple of the Holy Spirit and must not be abused 
with evil habits of drinking, smoking, and wrong 
eating. 

MONDAY 


Samson Marries an Unbeliever 


Open your Bible to Judges 14. 

The town of Zorah was not far from the coun- 
try of the Philistines, and young Samson made 
the mistake of often going over the border and 
associating with the young people of the Philis- 
tines. He put himself on dangerous ground by . 











doing so, and the friendships he formed influ- 
enced his life for evil. It seems strange that a 
young person who could resist the temptation to 
partake of strong drink could not be equally 
strong to resist other temptations. 

In the city of Timnath lived a young woman 
who took his fancy. Find the request Samson 
made of his parents concerning her, in verse 2. 

Samson’s parents were very distressed by his 
desire to marry an unbeliever. Read what they 
said to him, in verse 3. 

He was so persistent that in the end his par- 
ents gave in; but they were very sad at his de- 
termination to please himself instead of con- 
ulting God on a matter of such importance as 

is marriage. 

On the way to Timnath for the wedding feast 
something occurred that gave Samson an idea 
for a riddle with which to tease his companions 
at the wedding feast. Read about it in verses 8 
to 14. 

His young friends were not able to guess it. 
Drawing the bride aside, they persuaded her to 
get the answer out of her husband. Had she been 
true and faithful to her bridegroom, she would 
not have liked the idea. But she had not been 
brought up with Christian ideas of honor and 
faithfulness. Read how she succeeded in getting 
the answer out of her husband and what she did, 
in verse 17. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 563. 

THINK! Do you think the matter of choosing a 
life companion can be undertaken without God’s 
guidance and your parents’ counsel? 

Pray that you may not make the mistake of 
forming friendships with those who have no re- 
gard for God and His laws. 


TUESDAY 


Chased by the Philistines 


Open your Bible to Judges 15. 

Samson was so angry with his bride that he 
went back to his father’s home. But after a time 
he returned to Timnath, only to find that she 
had married someone else! He determined to 
have his revenge. Read verses 4 and 5 and find 
the foolish thing he did. 

The Philistines naturally were infuriated at 
him for spoiling their fields, and they in turn 
sought revenge by killing Samson’s wife and 
her father. This only served to provoke Samson 
still further. Find, in verses 7 and 8, what steps 
he took to avenge his wife’s death. 

After this blow he took refuge in the top of 








the rock Etam, but he was pursued by the Philis- 
tines, betrayed by the men of Judah, and de- 
livered by them into the hands of the Philis- 
tines. Read verses 14 and 15 and see how he got 
away from them and what he did. 

If the men of Judah had supported him, he 
might at this time have inflicted a severe blow 
on their oppressors; but they were not ready 
and willing. 

So after this series of attacks and counterat- 
tacks, all brought about by his marriage with 
an unbeliever, Samson returned home and be- 
came judge and ruler over Israel for twenty 
years. But how much better it would have been 
if Samson had been “all out” for God! 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 563, par. 4 to p. 564, par. 2. 

THINK! Do you leave vengeance with the Lord, 
as the Bible tells us to do? 

Pray that you may not fight the battles that 
Satan tempts you to fight. 


WEDNESDAY 


Delilah Betrays Samson 


Open your Bible to Judges 16. 


Samson might have profited from the many 
mistakes of his youth and young manhood, but 
he did not. He became interested in a wicked 
woman called Delilah. The leaders of the Philis- 
tines saw in Samson’s friendship with her an op- 
portunity to destroy their powerful enemy. Read 
verse 5 and find out what they asked Delilah 
to do. 

So Delilah begged Samson to tell her the secret 
of his great strength. But Samson deceived her. 
Find, in verse 7, what he told her. 

The Philistines tried this ruse, but it failed, 
and Delilah taunted Samson with deceiving her. 
So this time he told her that his strength would 
vanish if he were tied with new ropes. She tried 
this, but again he had deceived her. Once more 
she chided him for his deceit and still a third 
time he told her a lie. When the third trial ended 
in his still being able to prove his strength, she 
worried him until he finally told her the real 
secret. Find what Samson told her, in verse 17. 

With the secret in her possession at last, De- 
lilah basely betrayed the one she professed to 
love. She sent for the Philistine lords and told 
them what she had learned. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 565, pars. 2, 3. 

THINK what trouble came because Samson 
placed his affection where he should not. 














Samson gripped the lion tightly and 
killed it with his bare hands, then 
threw the carcass behind some vines. 
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REsoLve to keep away from associations that 
turn you from the truth and from loyalty to God. 


THURSDAY 


Samson’s Death 


Open your Bible to Judges 16. 


While Samson was asleep the Philistines cut 
his heavy hair from his head. Then Delilah woke 
him, and he found that his strength was gone. 
Read verse 21 and see what his enemies did with 
him. 

“What a change to him who had been the 
judge and champion of Israel!—now weak, blind, 
imprisoned, degraded to the most menial service! 
Little by little he had violated the conditions of 
his sacred calling. God had borne long with him; 
but when he had so yielded himself to the power 
of sin as to betray his secret, the Lord departed 
from him. There was no virtue in his long hair 
merely, but it was a token of his loyalty to God; 
and when the symbol was sacrificed in the in- 
dulgence of passion, the blessings of which it 
was a token were also forfeited.”—Patriarchs 
and Prophets, p. 566. 

Samson had time to think of his own spiritual 
weakness in those dark days as a prisoner sen- 
tenced to heavy labor. As his hair grew, so his 
strength returned, unknown to his enemies. 

One day the lords of the Philistines gathered 
for a great sacrifice to their god Dagon, to thank 
him for delivering Samson into their hands. Dur- 
ing the festivities they called for Samson, to 
make sport of him. Read the story of what he 
did, in verses 25-30. What a pity! What a pity for 
a man to accomplish so little who might have 
done so much! 

“God’s promise that through Samson He would 
‘begin to deliver Israel out of the hand of the 
Philistines’ was fulfilled; but how dark and ter- 
rible the record of that life which might have 
been a glory to the nation! Had Samson been 
true to his divine calling, the purpose of God 
could have been accomplished in his honor and 
exaltation. But he yielded to temptation, and 
proved untrue to his trust, and his mission was 
fulfilled in defeat, bondage, and death.”—Patri- 
archs and Prophets, p. 567. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prephete, 
p. 566, par. 4 to p. 567, par. 3. 

THINK how different Samson’s life might have 
been had he conquered himself. 


Pray that you may not be a slave to wrong 
desires and habits. 


FRIDAY 


REcALL the deeds in which Samson showed his 
physical strength. 

REcALL the deeds in which Samson showed his 
spiritual weakness. 

Review the memory verse. 

For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 3, pp. 130-136. 





Circling Kariba 
From page 11 


On page 11 is pictured a game warden 
holding a young bushbuck doe, which was 
captured with its mother on a small island 
and later let loose on the mainland. 

You can also see (page 9) a duiker dee 
being rescued from a small islet, which, 
except for a few square yards, was already 
six to nine inches under water when the 
rescue group got there. In just one more day, 
the animals would have drowned. 

VICTOR TANGO ALPHA, THIS IS 
KARIBA TOWER, OVER. 

The radio in the cockpit was speaking, 
with a message from the Kariba Airport. 

TANGO ALPHA, ROGER. 

DO YOU INTEND LANDING AT 
KARIBA? SALISBURY ADVISES YOU 
MUST TOUCH DOWN BACK AT 
MOUNT HAMPDEN BY SIX O'CLOCK. 
YOUR CHANCES OF BEING DI- 
VERTED ARE FIFTY-FIFTY. 

By this time we in the plane had talked 
it over and decided to land at the Kariba 
Airport for just a few minutes. Then we 
would take off again as quickly as possible 
and see how things developed. We had a 
fifty-fifty chance of being allowed to land 
at our home airport, Mount Hampden, 
which had been hit by a cloudburst since we 
had taken off only a couple of hours before. 
So my daddy informed the Kariba Tower: 

TANGO ALPHA, INTEND LAND- 
ING. REQUEST CLEARANCE. 

ROGER, TANGO ALPHA, CLEAR 
STRAIGHT IN APPROACH ... 

A moment or two later the wheels 
touched, and we taxied up to the airport 
building. Would we be able to get home in 
time for the party, or would we be forbidden 
to land at Mount Hampden? 

(Continued next week) 
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The Miracle of the Book 
by Ruth Wheeler and Eugene W. Erickson 


Where did you get that nice Bible you have? 
At the bookstore, you say. But do you know all 
the hardships and trials men have endured to 
preserve the words of the Bible writers and 
translate them into our language? This book 
Price, $3.00 will be a real help to you in your schoolwork. 





High Adventure in Korea 
by Theodora Wangerin 


From the battle-torn country of Korea come 
stories of heroic boys and girls, men and women, 
who sacrificed all to witness for Jesus. Here are 
the experiences of nurses, literature evangelists, 
students, and laymen in the rural areas of Korea, 
vividly told by one who has lived in and loved 
Korea for many years. Price, $3.00 
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Bobby Bluegill, the Sunfish, No. 1-By Harry Baerg 
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1. Bobby the bluegill was busy sweeping the gravel 
and stones from a circular patch on the bottom of 
the pond where he lived with hundreds of other sun- 
fish. 2. At last it was ready, and he persuaded one 
of the female bluegills to come from under the old 














boat pier and look at it. She studied it critically and 
thought it might do. Then she laid her eggs in the 
saucer-shaped nest while he fertilized them with 
milt, 3. She left for a while, but he stayed to guard 
the eggs jealously till she could return to relieve him. 














4. Whenever any small fish or crayfish came near, 
Bobby chased them viciously. Other bluegills had 
better keep their distance too if they didn’t want 
to get hurt. 5. When his cousins, the largemouth and 
smallmouth bass, which also lived in the pond, came 








near, Bobby had to look after his own skin. They 
practically lived on bluegills, but did not bother their 
eggs. For this reason it was better for him to hide 
among the weeds rather than foolishly try to protect 
the eggs. The bass were several times as large as he. 
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6. Bobby had other neighbors, also related to him, 
who were less of a menace. The colorful pumpkin- 
seed sunfish was common. It fed on the insect and 
animal life of the pond. 7. The longear sunfish had 
similar habits. It was named for the white-edged 
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black extension of its gill cover. 8. Other fish in- 
cluded the crappies, which were larger than the 
bluegills. Bobby was seven inches long, but many of 
the crappies, or “croppies,” were ten or more inches 
long. They were almost the color of the water. 








